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I have had quite a bit of static since the 
last issue of Black Frog (although I did get relatively 
pleasant letters from John Michalski and Larry Peery) . 
X wonder if anybody in the hobby who really ever wants 
to receive another issue of BF > But what the hell, 
here comes one anyway* 



Civil Disorder (1981CB) ended in a four-way draw. 
Mary Beck, Joe Gallagher, Steve Langley and Keith 
Sherwood all getting a part . The adjudications for 
Pestilence (198GHU) and V.I. P. C1980KJ) have gone out 
seperately from the £ine. 



A year ago, X had a lot of drive and inspiration 
to put effort into publishing this rag , I no longer 
do. Thus t I am taking a lazy approach by republicat- 
ion of older material. In this case the five parts 
of the Diplomacy Anonymous series that 1 wrote back 
in 1979. These are possibly some of the better writing 
(relative to the hobby) that has come from my hand 
and many current subbers were not in the hobby back 
in 1979 and have probably not seen them* Even those 
of you that read them four years ago, may enjoy re- 
reading them. 

I first learned about the postal hobby , and became 
a part of it, in the early months of 1979, I signed 
up for six games in short order and one of those games 
was 1979CV {in Claw ^ Fang ) which was also one of 
Bruce Linsey 1 s first games . Thus I became one of 
Linsey 's early correspondant s in the hobby. When 
Bruce started publication of Voice of Doojn he begged 
me to write some material for publication in his 
zine. The Diplomacy Anonymous series was part of 
that commitment {I also wrote a half-a-dozen other 
contributions for him.) 

These (following) five articles were then 
published in Voice of Doom in late 1979 and early 



1980. 



(Continued inside back page) 



PROFILE OF A DIPLOMACY PLAYER 



Preface: At the Lob Angeles DA (Diplomacy Anonymous) office , 
have, oihzt* the years a encountered nearly every type of Diplotnaci.ophi.lc. 
Ove>- 36 different types have been catalogued by our staff. To make eome 
of this information available to the general public (and Diplomacy hobby), 
profiles, of same of the move extreme types are hereby presented. 

Profile I, Arthur Ghymel. 

Jn order for- the reader to appreciate the character' of Arthur 
Ghymel, we took into a typical evening at the Ghymel home. The 
Soenar~Loz Arthur is up late typing (what else) Diplomacy letters; 

Arthur pensively studied the page It* front of him, scratched his 
head, nibbled at a feu peanuts In the dish beside him, and then, once 
again attacked the keyboard of his typewriter — adding a couple of sentences 
to the letter In progress. 

*'Art what time Is it?" The voice coming from the bed In the next room 
we soft, feminine and had velvet overtones that would have thrilled any other 
nan except Arthur Ghymel. 

*'Three o*clock, dear; tiow go back to sleep." 

"How can I sleep with you continually pecking away at that typewriter. 
How many more letters axe you going to write. Art." 
"Only about twenty, dear." 

"God. but your a slow typer. An hour ago you said twenty-five." 

"I know dear, but each letter takes a lot of thought and concentration- 
Have you ever tried to convince France that supporting you Into Brest will be 
to his ova good in the long run?" 

Hr B . Arthur Ghymel Clearly all American men knew her as Farrah Delight, 
her stage name by which ABC (which owned her contract) displayed her every 
Thursday night on nationwide TV) was lying nude on the top of a satin bedspread. 
The blond hair, which had made her famous, seemed to flow around her and 
glistened in the moonlight coming through the window. "Art", she said, 
"I don't care that you play Diplomacy by mail, but couldn't you at least 
pay some attention to me? Hake believe we still aren 1 t married*" 

"I know dear, but this is a very good game. 1 have a good chance of 
winning if only I can convince England that it would be very foolish for him 
to build any fleets. "Sou ought to bfe asleep by now." 

"Sure, I ought to be asleep, but how can X? All day long 1 make 
pictures which dxive half of the men in the world to distraction* and all 
night long you keep me awake typing and convoying armies to North Africa.'* 
Her eyes had narrowed and were throwing sparks. "AH right, act as if I 
am not even here, and stop eating those damn peanuts when 1 am talking to 
you." 

"Sorry dear, but you know how it is. 1 sell real estate all day and 
at night 1 need a little adventure — ■romance — like only a good postal 
diplomacy game can provide, Maybe these peanuts aren't too good for me, 
but they are the only thing that seems to keep me awake and writing." 

Eventually, Art grew tired. The sporadic flurries of typing grew 
further apart. Art slumped over the typewriter with only an occasional 
twitch In his left ear. 

Sunlight started to come through the bedroom window. The most 
faaouB figure in the world squirmed on a mattress of down. Latigourous 
eyes opened and blinked. Marble shoulders rose and turned toward the 
typewriter in the next room- "Art honey, it's morning." 



In the next room* Arthur stirred to life once again. His mind, once 
again awake, was quickly back to scenes of alliances,, treacheries, supports 
and stabs . Scenes of annihilations and otherwise displaced armies and 
fleets brought him awake. He vaded once again into a sea deceit and 
treachery and grew exultant. 

In the next room, a goddess grew petulant. "Art, how many more 
letters do you have to write.' 1 

"Only about fifteen," 

For the reaord: Arthur Chyme 1 %& 34 ye.ar*s old* childless. He is 
currently ploying in 34 di.ploma.oif games (two of them as a standby). He 
has yet to win his first game* but participated in a five~uay dread as 
a. five supply center Germany. In is&elve yuan; activity as a real estate 
salesman; he has sold five pieces of property (one of them oe a standby). 
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PROFILE OP A DIPLOMACY PLATER II 



Preface: Last month we dug into the files of the Los Angeles DA 
(Diplomacy Anonymous) Office and brought you the profile e>f Arthur* Ghymel. 
This month tte have dug baak into those same files for another hardened 
case history — that of Marina Javernick. Members of the fairer (more 
deadly sex) are not often found playing Diplomacy. This is a fact, which 
this profile wilt attest to, far which we can all be thankful. 

Profile II. Marina Javernick. 

Let's look baak a few years and pick up the life of Marina Javernick. 
Our story starts when her family moved out of the city into a country cottage 
in Mendocino County, California: 

Marina was ecstatic with joy when her family first arrived at the new 
cottage in the country. They were far away from San Francisco and all of 
its smog, noises and problems. Here they would live forever and ever in 
peaceful bliss. 

The first days were a glorious dream. Marina learned to climb the oak 
tree in the front yard, roll around in the tall green grass, wade in the 
bubbling brook and other delights that she had never enjoyed while living In 
the city. 

It was such fun for the first few weeks ... but it was soon different. 

Marina still waded in the brook, scaled the oak tree, etc. , but she 
no longer had any real enthusiasm. For she was lonely. She missed her friends, 
school, parties and the hustle and bustle of San Francisco. Except for Monmy 
end Daddy, there were no people to talk to. Marina was getting quite depressed* 

This did not escape the notice of Mr. Javernick. "Our child ie very sad", 
he told his wife, "I must do something about it." That evening when Mr- 
Javernick came home from work, his automobile was loaded with packages. He 
had bought every imaginable toy or game for Marina. 

Alas, all of these presents didn't cheer up Marina. A toy Isn't a friend. 
You can't talk to it, cuddle it, or . . . or eat It. 

Marina continued to grow worse. She refused to go outside to play. She 
seldom ate and was losing weight. That is until one day when she stumbled over 
a blue box, among those presents her father had brought home to her months ago. 
It was from Aval on Hill and emblazoned on the top was a single word, DIPLOMACY. 



Yes, Marina was immediately enthralled by Diplomacy and in short order 
was playing in over AO postal games. Her favorite country was Russia, and she 
soon had gained a considerable reputation for vlcous stabs on the way to 
convincing Russian victories. Memories of San Francisco were now far in her 
past. Deployment of armies and fleets had become her occupation. Albeit 
and occupation that obsessed her* 

There was a brief interlude in Marina's diplomacy play when her cousin 
visited her one weekend , David was from Oakland , a cute plump little boy , 
one year younger than Marina. David arrived early on Saturday morning and 
right after breakfast, Marina took hira to her room and showed him her 
game of Diplomacy. After quickly briefing David on the rules and play; 
a game was started. Marina played Russia. Turkey and Austria; David played 
England, France and Germany; and Italy was put in civil disorder. 

The game did not go as well as Marina had hoped for. In the 
south Russian armies and fleets were expediently displacing Turkish 
and Austrian units. But, in the north, several things had happened. 
A German fleet in Denmark stood off the Russian fleet in Sweden in F'Ol. 
Even worse, in F'Q2, an English fleet took St, Petersburgh. 

Marina did not like losing a home center* 

Along about noon Marina vas getting hungry. The pit in her stomach 
ached and ached. It was tine for a break. 

"Let's stop for a while and have a picnic," she told David. After 
David agreed, Marina went into the kitchen* She soon returned with knives 
and forks, cups and plat a 3, and a blanket. "Lets go down by the brook" 
she said. They were going to have a jolly time. 

"Are you hungry?" «*»e asked her cousin. "I certainly am," 

She cuddled her soft, warm, cousin to her bosom. Then setting a 
plate before her and daintily holding a knife between her fingers. 
She ate him. 

For the reaord: Marina Javernick has just turned l9 r She now 
re BX-d.es in a state instutition which is in the northern California town 
of (ironically?) Sevastopol. In the institution, she is no longer allowed 
to play Diplomacy. (Weaning her of Diplomacy was a gradual process; at 
first she was still allowed to play — hut only if she played Italy; next 
she was allowed to play Risk; and in her present phase she is only allowed 
to play Canasta. In her brief three year career at Diplomacy, she completed 
fourteen of 53 games started. She had iwlye utns, nine of them as Russia. 
She never ever participated in a drawn game. Both Marina and her aousin 
David are missed by the hobby- 



L 



PROFILE OF A DIPLOMACY PLAYER III 



Preface: Once again we dig into the filets of the Los Angeles 
DA (Diplomacy Anonymous) Office to present the profile of another 
hardened Diplomacy ophite . Luther "X" is one of the sadden t oases 
that we have encountered. 

Profile ill. Luther "Jf * 

Luther (who has asked us not to use his real last name) has asked 
us to publish his story with the hope of saving others from Buah a 
ghastly ordeal as his own. It is Luther r & story* as he tells it in 
his own words. 

Call me Luther "X", but heed my words. I guesa tt all began on 
a cold winter afternoon, when 1 was still In high school In Bakersfield. 
We were out of school at 2:00 and a bunch of us were sitting on a curb- 
stone in the old neighborhood — waiting to snipe cigarette butts flicked 
out of passing cars. 

Kevin suggested that we go over to Fatty Hoshaws and ask her to wrestle 
with us, but chat was old stuff — besides Patty always won. 

Then Mr. Dzuro. the neighborhood postman, c ante by finishing his route. 
"Hay guys," Mr. Dzuro said. "Ya want to try something exciting and really 
different?" 

We said sure. We'd try anything for a litrle excitement. He took 
us over to his place and then down in the basement. It was somewhat dark 
there, but Mr. Dzuro Bald it was better that way. He went upstairs and 
when he came back he had it — a Diplomacy set- 

Mr. Dzuro briefed us quickly on the rules and we started a game. 
It was great, I could lie, deceive, plot and cheat — In short, all of the 
things that I had never been able to do and get away with before. Most 
of all I could get even with Big Bruce, who had been picking on me ever 
since we were in third grade together. I drew Russia in the game and 
Bruce had drawn Turkey. I opened with a fleet to the Black Sea and by 
Fall 1903, with the help of Kevin playing Austria, had wiped out the 
Turkish position. This was the first time In eight years that I had ever 
bested Big Bruce at anything* 

Later that night I felt bad about the whole thing. All of that lying 
and deceiving, Just to win a game, was not right* My conscience was bother- 
ing me. 

Several weeks passed without event, and then one evening the phone rang. 
It was Mr. Dzuro. "Where have you been Luther" he said. "I haven't seen 
you lately." "I have been real busy working on school projects" T lied. 
Actually I had been hiding from Big Bruce who was still determined to get 
even with oe, "How about some more Diplomacy 1 ' Mr. Dzuro asked. "No, no, 
never again" I replied. "O.K." he said. "But, 1 have something to show 
you, can Z stop by tomorrow when 1 finish my route?" 

As much as 1 hate to admit it, I was really looking forward to Mr. 
Dzuro coming by the next evening. It was getting late and 1 thought ht> 
had forgotten. It was Just before dinner when he strolled up the sidev.ilk 
with some folded yellow papers in his hand- "Here Luther' 1 he said, "1 
want you to have this." 

Mr. Dzuro handed me several sheets of paper which were folded and 
stapled at the top. "Claw and Fang" was emblazoned on the front. 1 soon 
discovered that this was a Diplomacy Zine— a vehicle to play Diplomacy by 
mall. Shortly afterwards, when it dawned upon me what this meant, T was 
jubilant. In a postal game, I could route some jerk in New York out of 
Turkey and have no fear of retaliation. I could play and enjoy the game 
without having to sneak home from school by the back alleys to avoid Big 
Bruce . 



Before long, I uas subscribing Co seven or eight zines and playing in 
16 postal games. After school, I would sit on the porch and wait for Hr . 
Dzuro to bring the mail. One days mall would often amount to over a dozen 
Diplomacy letters. At night, after ny parents had gone to bed and were 
asleep, I would pull my Diplomacy board out of Its hiding place and plot 
my strategies. I would often stay up until the early hours writing letters. 

The months went by and my games progressed. 1 uaG doing well in many 
games, albeit falling in school . My playing strategy was to ally with 
anybody who lived within 500 milee of Bakersfleld and to save my vilest 
stabs for those per son & who lived furthest away- 
Then one day, this period of melancholy came to an abrupt end . Kr . 
Dzuro came by that day, but his hands ware empty. "Sorry Luther, no mall 
today" he shrugged and then sat down beside me. "But I usually get a dozen 
letters-" Mr . Pzuro was quite for a long time; there was a pensive look on 
his face, 1 waited. 

Finally he spoke- "Luther, there is a big brown Labrador in the next 
block. " "Do you know the one I mean?" 

He was talking about Gruffy, a big dog that played with all o£ the 
kids. Everybody loved Gruff y, but he always barked at Mr. Dzuro when he 
was delivering the mail and there was talk that he bit Mr. Dzuro once after 
he had thrown a rock at him. 

"Yes" I said, "you mean Gruffy." 

"Right" he replied, "If I see Gruff y tomorrow. I am afraid that I won't 
have any mail for you. 11 

1 sat in stunned silence for a moment. "But my deadlines but .-• 

but everybody loves Gruffy" I stuttered. Mr . Dzuro didn't hear me, he had 
gotten up and left and was already out of ear shot , I was In near panic. 
1 did not want to harm Gruffy, but I simply had to have that mail; my games 
were uppermost. Mr. Dzuro Is poking 1 thought. 

It was no joke. Several days passed and I got no mall. I was getting 
desperate. I would have to get rid of Gruffy. The next day 1 didn't go 
to school. 1 called Cruffy to follow me and we went for a walk together. 
Eventually we sat down on an embankment overlooking the freeway. Gruffy 
playfully nuzzled me while 1 rubbed his neck and head. I planned on pushing 
the dog over the embankment in front of an oncoming truck, but it seemed like 
an eternity passed before I got up the nerve to do it. Finally I pretended 
the dog was Big Bruce and pushed him over. I couldn't look. I heard brakes 
squeal, the dog yelp and then ... alienee. I had done what was necessary. 

I avoided Mr. Dzuro the next day* but he left my letter in the mail 
box. Forty-seven letters kept my mind occupied and dulled the pangs of my 
conscience. That night I had a dream of four Italian fleets (under my 
command) dislodging Gruffy from Tunis and pushing him off of the Diplomacy 
board, which was the edge of the world. Gruffy fell and fell through endless 
space . 

The next week passed without further incident. I didn't speak to Mr. 
Dzuro, but he always smiled at me when he handed me the mail. But then one 
dav. when be handed me the mail, there was a note attached. On it he had 
written the name and address of a dog, and below that had noted: "If I 
see this dog tomorrow, I won't be able to deliver your mail . H 

Days grew Into weeks, weeks Into months and the months into years. 
It was always one more dog to do in, in order to get my mail . The dogs 
didn't even have to be on Mr, Dzuio'b route — just anywhere in Bakersfleld, 
Dogs were actually becoming very scarce in Bakersfield. Somehow I had 
managed to graduate from high school and worked as a stock boy in a local 
supermarket. On day I heard the store manager talking to a customer. 
He was discussing the fact that he didn't sell very much dogfood anymore 
and wondering why . 

Dispatching dogs no longer bothered my conscience. It seemed no 
worse than taking Munich from Germany in the fall of 1901. My life was 
very routine; It was eight hours a day working, evenings keeping up with 
my games, and and, the dogs. 



But, there was one dog too~"IBany; a. collie named Xing. King had gained 
considerable renown by diving Into the Kern River to pull out a small boy. 
The boy had fallen in while fishing and would have otherwise drowned, if 
not for King's heroics- Even though King lived clear Out in Arvin, he 
turned up on my "hit list'*- Mr . Dzuro didn't like dogs and he especially 
didn't like doge that had become famous. 

The death of King created quite an uproar. The Los Angeles times 
called It murder and put the story on the front page. Among other things, 
it seems as If Gov. Jerry Brown had planned a trip to town to honor the 
dog. The SPCA, the PTA, the local newspaper and others had posted a reward; 
$2500 for Information leading to the apprehension of the person who had 
killed King. 

They were waiting for me when I got off work the next day. Mr. Dzuro 
had turned me in for the reward money . I had to be taken into protective 
custody by the police after my arraignment. An angry crowd had gathered 
and threatened to lynch me* The mob was cum posed not only of dog lovers, 
but of angry workers (laid off when the dog food company closed down) and 
Big Bruce (whose father used to be Kern County dog catcher). 

I am lucky to still be alive. 

For the record: Luther "X" is 23 years old. Be is noh> out on parole 
and Irving in Los Angeles under the supervision of Diplomacy Anonymous. 
Be played in over 70 postal Diplomacy games* but hue kept his record a 
secre t . 

Mr. Dzuro left Bakersfield leaving no forwarding address. _ We recently 
noted in the Sacramento Bee thai Sacramento has recently escperienoed decreased 
numbers of dogs. We suspect that Br* Drum is delivering mail in Sacramento. 

Big Bruce has moved to Arizona where he is reportedly the Pima County 
dog catcher* 



PROFILE OF A DIPLOMACY PLAYER IV 

Preface: Previously this series has dealt with postal Diplomacy 
players. However* face-to-face players can also develop serious problems 
which bring them to DA (Diplomacy Anonymous) . Conrad Shortley is a good 
esssrrple of this. While Bereh, Hoc amor a and Linsey may argue about their 
various tournament scoring systems; it is Conrad Shortley who developed 
and perfected the ultimate system and technique of Bearing after a. 
Diplomacy gams . 

Profile IV. Conrad Shortley. 




that 
is 

Diplomacy Anonymous) . 



It was three years ago when T_ firi* 1 played Diplomacy. My wife and I, 
aloag with two other couples, uere at Bob's for a cookout and we planned on 
going to a Dodger's game afterwards. The game was rained out, however, and 
Bob suggested a Diplomacy game. Nobody but Bob hod played before, but it 
seemed as good an Idea as anything else and we decided to give it a try. 

Bob explained the rules to us and then, since only seven could play at 
a time, agreed to act as gameinaster . It was raining outside and we bad plenty 
of wine to pass around, so the game and afternoon passed by fairly well, 
Even though I miscued several of my orders «nd only had the vaguest idea of 
what I was doing, the country I was playing (I believe it was France) remain- 
ed viable after several seasons of play. Steve, an old college frat brother, 
had more or less allied with me and was keeping me In the game. My wife, 
Bette. had lost all of her supply centers and retired to the living room to 
watch Love Boat on TV. 

Before long Steve, and his wife Gloria, had obtained the dominant 
positions in the game and they were both very determined to beat each other. 
The interf amilial rivalry was fierce. My units were sandwiched right Inbetween 
thei r s . 

Gloria called me into a back room for a conference. She wanted my 
support to take over several of her husbands supply centers and was putting 
considerable pressure on me to do bo. 

"Gloria/ 1 I protested, "I have known Steve since college, he has helped 
me in this game and is counting on my alliance* I can't let him down* If 
it wasn t for his help, I would have been out of the game a long time ago. " 

Gloria was not easy to convince, dot did she give up easily. She pulled 
me over real close and whispered in my ear. "O.K. Connie," she said. "Steve 
is going out of town on Wednesday for a business trip." All of a sudden I 
was listening real close to what she was saying. "If you support my units 
and I get the favorable position in this game; I will give you a very favor- 
able position in return, if you come by my place Wednesday afternoon." 

Although I was quite excited over the possibility „ I really didn't 
believe that Gloria would actually go through with it. Yet» it was certainly 
the best offer than anything else that I had gotten. I gave her the needed 
support from my units and shortly later, Gloria won the game. 

In my office Wednesday oornlng, I was going over the Daity Racing 
Foirr. — trying to pick a few winners at Hollywood Park— when the phone rang. 
I was suprised to hear Gloria's voice, as I had all but forgotten about 
Saturday's Diplomacy game* 

"Connie," she said. "I have an appointment with my hairdresser at 
4:00. Could you come over early enough that we have plenty of time without 
my missing my appointment?" 

"For gosh sakes Gloria, that was Just a game; 1 don't really expect 
you ... 11 

"Nonsense, Connie,*' Gloria broke in before I could finish my sentence. 
"You kept your end of the bargain and I most certainly will keep mine. Now 
what- time can I expect you?" 

I looked at my watch — it was 11:00 A.M. "Give me twenty minutes," I 
said and hung up the phone, I picked up my briefcase and left. As I went 
by I told my secretary that I would be in the library the rest of the day 
doing research. She smiled, thinking that I was going to the track. 

All in all, it was a rather nice afternoon. Gloria had even prepared 
a champagne lunch. He got so involved that she missed her appointment with 
the hairdresser and I was quite late myself In getting home. 

It was not too long after this encounter with Gloria that the possibilit- 
ies of Diplomacy dawned on me. If I could do it with Gloria, why not with 
others? I bought a set and by playing solitaire games 1 gradually became 
quite adept at strategy. It was not too much longer before I was ready 
and T started hosting Diplomacy parties In my home once a month. Bette 
hated the game, but since it seemed to please me, she went along with it - 
She would act as gamemaster and during Diplomacy periods would prepare drinks 
and snacks for the players. 



I would alvays invite three other couples over for the game . The draw 
for countries was usually rigged so that I got Germany. It was an advantage 
to play Germany because of the central position from which I could best 
control tae destiny of others. I would also see to it that there was always 
plenty of wine available for everybody during the game - 

In the early play, I would endeavor to keep Germany strong, but in 
position to determine the ultimate winner — by an alliance and support at the 
proper time. When that right time came, I would make my pitch (proposition?) 
to the female player of my choice. My units vould support hers into the 
winning position in tha gams in return for* special favora to be aaZl&at&d 
Zat&i** It was very suprlslng how easy this was and how often it worked. 

Oh, there were a few setbacks to be sure. Once I got turned down cold 
and my face was slapped. One other instance was when my proposition was 
accepted but rhe game winner refused to keep her end of the bargain later on. 
On the other extreme there was Debbie, who said: "You don't have to play games 
with me Connie. If you wan: to take me to bed» just say so. X am ready any 
time you are.*' 

My set up seemed perfect. One night a month in a Diplomacy game to be 
followed by one afternoon a month in a nice spot of infidelity* The fact that 
I never won a single game of Diplomacy during this entire time didn't matter 
at all . 

Everything was fine that Is,... up until that final game. 

I was gone the morning of the game and when I got home Bette announced 
that one of the couples that I had invited had cancelled and that she had 
invited Steve and Gloria to fill in. This worried me, although I didn't know 
why. Since that first gaiDe > nearly two years ago, I had not played again with 
Gloria. As a matter of fact 1 had deliberately avoided both Steve and Gloria. 

For this game 1 had invited Stella, the new office eteno, and her husband. 
I Stella vas a delectable little brunette and although she had little in her head, 
she had a whole lot out In front. From the first time I saw Stella* I could 
hardly wait for the opportunity to get her Into one of my Diplomacy games. 
The idea of having Gloria in this game made me uneasy. 

The game Itself was quite difficult. Stella drew France and Gloria drew 
Russia, while of course 1 had Germany, Stella had an almost Impossible time 
understanding the game and It was an exceedingly difficult job for me to keep 
her in the game — much less in contention for winning. Gloria played well and 
vas beading for the Bane sort of victory conditions of our previous game together. 
With my constant help and advi.ce, Stella* a France finally took out England and 
emerged »e the dominant power In the west. Gloria's Russia controlled the east. 
Victory would be between, these two. 

All evening my conferences with Stella had been building up to the point 
where 1 could proposition her with che conditions of the game winning alliance. 
As far as possible, I had avoided conferences with Gloria* 

When Gloria finally cornered me, she was blunt. She wanted to win and 
needed my help. She was once again offering her bod In return and making It 
hard to turn her down. She knew I was after Stella and didn't like the Idea 
I my "choosing" Stella over her. In previous efforts, I had always pitted 
man against wife; but this time It was woman against woman and a far different 
situation. 

Stella understood virtually none of the mechanics of the game, but she 
certainly knew what was happening in regard to the rivalry with Gloria and wanted 
to win the game. If Stella won— she was mine. It was woman against woman, and 
I vas placed in the position of choosing between them. 1 was torn between the 
two > but decided to go for Stella. 

After my Spring 1909 moves supported those of Stella, Gloria was adamat. 
She let me have It straight r "Either X win this game, Connie" she said, "or 
I'll tell Bette exactly what these Diplomacy games of yours are all about," 
Gloria was bluffing I told tiyself and I called her bluff. In the fall 1909 
moves, the combined French and German forces took away four Russian supply 
centers and France won the game. 

Of course I had made the usual agreement with Stella, but I never collected 
ay return favors. 



When X came hams from work on Monday night, I found 1 couldn't get in the 
house. Bette had changed the locks on the door. Through a window, Bette asked 
tue to leave. She told Cte that my clothing and personal belongings had been sent 
to my sisters in Santa Ana. Gloria had been by in the morning and had a little 
chat with her. Even worse, as 1 found out later, Gloria had talked to Stella T s 
husband— the agreement with Stella was off. 

For the recorrli Conrad Sbortley appeared briefly at Diplomacy Anonymous 
asked oui* help and told hie story. Be has not re turned. Divorced from Bette^ 
he hao left Calif orn£a r changed his name and perhaps his appearance . We have 
every reason to believe that he is 8 til I playing Diplomacy, All face-to-face 
Diplomacy plat/eve are urged to heware. How well do you "know that new player 
in ypur game? Is he playing Germany? Js he negotiating with your wife? Js 
he Conrad Shortley? 
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PROFILE OF A DIPLOMACY PLAYER V 



'Preface: The files of the Los Angeles DA (Diplomacy Anonymous) Office 
are once again examined and we bring you one more pathetic and disgusting 
case history — that of Peter Sweet . Very few have found uaye to actually 
profit from Diplomacy by mail, Pete Sweet is one of the e&ceptione* 

Profile V. Peter Sweet. 

Peter (Pete) Sweet was a Diplomacy player with a gimmick. He used the 
game for his personal advancement as a salesman. For a number of years Pete 
vat Successful and thrived on his gimmick, but eventually It all backfired on 
his — and he showed up in our office in Los Angeles. Pete told us his story 
and turned all of his correspondence files over to us for documentation, and 
then he vanished. We have drawn a couple of letters out of his files, that 
cell his story perhaps better than anything else. The first letter Is quite 
typical of hundreds that Pete aent to fellow players in a score of games. 

Au&VUxL to Russia 
V&aft. fAt&nd and Atty: 

Vou aJie. pfiobabty wond&L-Crig why mtf a/unieJ, oAe in Rumania and GaJU. da in 
S'Ol a&teh the. A&iong aiiuAance^ that 1 gave you that T would be. moving eiiewfKcAe. 

Tfie tAuth xJy, I ptatf diptomacjj- - but 1 aXt>o ±e£t e.ncyc£opidia6 - -and iomeXijne^ 
the. two activities inteJi&eJie. uiith ejtck othe/i. Aa &ati a& &eZting ejicycZop&dia6 
QO&i t I have £ound it to be a vejty Ae.a6onaZ oc.cupaXA.on, Thai, S'Ol &e.exn& to 
"be the beA-t to &z£Z in Tankey white, S' 02 i& b&tt&i in RuA-aia. 

Vou mitt notice, that J have. attached an atid&A rfc-tin £0* a. ±eA o& ln.cyctope.duJ. 
CoJuuicopaea to thii, tsXteji. TheM.e ahe. vesiy many ex.ctULZ.znX oAticteA in the, 
ejz cyclop exLla about titoAtd Wan. f, and I am &uA.e. that owning a *eA tvcuZd impnoue youA. 
chancer oh &uo.ceJ,& -in / 9 SOPH. 

Ufieji you. A-Lgn and siztwut the. oAdeJi &Qfun r you. toitt notice, a. &ma&L AquaAe. 
at the. bottom on the. back tide., I£ you. tmtte the. ondzAA (jot the. movei that you. 
would Lite, to Aec Au&tnta make, in F*0J in thit AquoAt — I laitl be. v&iy obliging. 

VouX atly, 

PETE SWEET 



P.S. Coajuico pae. are damn good ejicyctope.diat, . 



This letter was not unlike hundreds which were written by Pete, It did 
however stimulate an entirely different, response. A response chat eventually 
brought Pete Into LAD A. To wit: 

SUiAAia to AuA&Ua 19&0PU 

You may be AupAX&ejl, i$ you took at you/L taAt owmuiion che.ch w to &ind that 
the. AianatnAe. on it iA iAeniXcjiZ to the, AignatuAc at the. bottom o£ thLt, LzXteA. 
I am comptAotteA &oa S&ttemfia&t Inc., the. dcAtAibuXoA o& EnaycXope.dia CoAnttcopitea, 

I AeoJJLy -Cited tfou/i idea, about AcaAonaZ AaZeA o£ encyt op ediaA . Lihed -It ao 
t&eUt. in (fact, that 1 have, decided to uAe. -it in diAtAibating ouA aoXca comttiAAionA. 
Vou. atitt iind. thereto* - that itaun. cnrmi&A-ionA have been OAAi&ned to th(L Ut'Ot 
Ae.aAon. Since you*. Za&t commiAAion check had atte.ady been maited--iX. became 
niceAAOAy to Aend the bank, a. Atop payment OAdeA.. Payment wULt be. made. &oZlow- 
ing the. W' 01 AejxAon [pen. oua new poticy) ¥ bat you. couXd pAobabty expedite, ix 
by tiAing the ^otXatxing ondeAA tfo/i AuAtAia: 

A Rtunaftca to oudapca-t; A Qaticia tS) RUSSIAN A UkAoim to Ruma*«_a and 
F AZbania to JAieAte.. 

OuA uieAteAn aoZ&a manageA, who o£aq happen* to be. my bAotheA-in-ZctiAJ, 
utLtt be. announcing AhoAtty that a AateA tfo*cc cut bach \tiiZt be. neceA&OAy -in 
CaZi^oAnifi. He. ma&t cut bach to 937 Aa&eAmen. Since, he ha& onJty 93S at 
pAeAejtt only one vsitJL have to be taid o££ f In the diACUAAion concerning whom 
that might he, youA name uxla brought up AepeatexUy. 1 juAt thought you might 
CUlc a titttt advance, warning o£ thiA . 

CotuiiaJUy, 
TEV BITTER 

P. S. Yca , Pete., CoJuuicopaeaA aAe a damn good encycZope^lia. 

After losing his job, Pete was very despondent , He was almost suicidal 
when he came to his first LADA meeting. We would like to think that we 
helped him. However, after attending a few neetlngs and crying his heart out 
co us, he left town and we have never heard fron him again- 

For the record: Peter Sweet is 57. Former ty -resided in Anaheim* but ue 
now see his name showing up in Diplomacy zin&s with a Barstow address. We 
understand that he now has a new job and io setli-ng retirement tote -in the 
Mojove Desert. We totcw of 74 games that Pete started* but his record is 
Very poor* as he didn't finish any. At the present time* he seems to be 
taking standby positions in Just about every sine imaginable. 

— - John Masters 
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(Continued from first page) 



The first story, that of Arthur Ghymel > follows 
pretty closey a story that I had written years before 
for a publication called Frass « It was entitled 
Lepidopt erist s 1 Anonymous and about another hobby. 

The other four stories were all completely 
original although some of the characters in them were 
loosely based on persons that I had known in the pas t . 
The characterization o f Conrad Shortley , for instance, 
was based upon Mike Hartman. (Mike has long since 
left the hobby, but those of you in Pestilence should 
remember him.) 

After these articles were published, any friend- 
ship that T ever had for Linsey deteriorated rapidly „ 
For several early game years, Bruce and 1 had a very 
effective alliance in 1979CV. But Bruce stabbed me. 
After the stab I had a decidedly inferior position but 
turned it around and won the game (for my first 
Diplomacy victory ever) * The fact that he lost to 
me was a very bitter pill for Brux to swallow. 

About this same time open war broke out between 
the two of us on all fronts . Bob Olsert had questioned 
me on Bruce '& style of play (knowing that I had been 
involved in a game with him) * X told Bob what I 
thought — that Bruce was very interested in winning 
and in ratings. Bruce don't like for people to think 
he is interested in ratings or winning because he 
thinks it will decrease his chances of winning and 
doing well in the ratings. Of course 1 still have a 
letter that Bruce wrote to me in May of 197 9 in which 
he claims that his ambition is to become the number 
one ranked player in the Dragon f s Tooth Ratings * 

Among Linsey * s act ions to seek revenge for what - 
ever was to gain hobby wide censure of me for adapting 
stories from Jarcies Thurber and other sources for pub- 
lication in BF. He cancelled my sub credit to his 
zine for the Diplomacy Anonymous articles. 

Linsey is a crook! The Diplomacy Anonymous Serie 
are all original and written by me and they are the 
best damn material that ever appeared in Vo ice of Doom 
Sure 1 adapted some material for Black ]^£o_& from other 
sources , but so what . 



